XXXIV.   THE DISCOVERY
had andrea DORiA at this time known of the view thai Charles V was
taking of his activities, it might conceivably—though not certainly—
have supplied a salve for the laceration which his pride had suffered, a
laceration so deep that it did not seem to him that he could ever
recover from it.
On the very day that Prospero delivered battle to Dragut at Mahon,
a swift galliot from Naples reached the Imperial fleet before Djerba,
bearing Messer Paolo Caracciolo, with messages from the Imperial
Viceroy.
Messer Caracciolo, a spoilt darling of fortune, was young, audacious
and of a humour that in its indulgence rarely spared the feelings of
others. The manner he adopted for the purpose of conveying the
Prince of Orange's message was one that provided him with some
malicious amusement. A tall5 handsome fellow, florid of complexion
and red-gold of hair, carrying himself with a swagger in brilliant gar-
ments, suggestive, in the shortness of his vermilion doublet, of the
flamboyant Venetian mode, he stepped airily aboard the Admiral's
galley at a moment when the Admiral was sitting down to dinner with
his nephews.
"His Highness the Prince of Orange," announced this envoy,
"sends your lordship his deferential greetings, and desires to know
what keeps you in the Gulf of Syrtis at this present time."
The three had risen, and their three pairs of eyes in staring at him
seemed to ask was he a lunatic. From the Lord Andrea came a
rumbling echo of Messer Caracciolo's question.
"What keeps me?"
"By God!" said Gianettino in his throat.
"What keeps me?" the Lord Andrea repeated.
"That is the Prince's question," minced the envoy.
"But, sir ... sir . . ." The Admiral's voice quivered between
astonishment and indignation. "Has, then, no message of mine reached
Naples demanding troops ? Troops to be set ashore on Djerba yonder ?'*
"Oh, that! But that, my lord, was nigh on three weeks since,
when Dragut-Reis was in the Bight of Djerba."
"When he was in the Bight ?"
"Perhaps," suggested Filippino, with a withering sarcasm, "you'll
inform us where he is at present,"
"Precisely, sir, I cannot say. But I can tell you where he is not.
And that is in the Bight of Djerba,"
"Not at Djerba ?" said the Admiral. He scowled on the exquisite
from under his craggy brows, and shrugged his massive shoulders.
"It must be that you are mad," he concluded. "Just mad."
Gianettino's behaviour yas odd. He laughed. He flung his arms
upwards as in a gesture of invocation, and let them fall again resound-
ingly to his sides. "There I" he ejaculated.
But from Filippino came the harsh demand: "Are you from the
Viceroy at all, sir? Or are you some buffoon impostor ?"
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